ryots looked in dismay upon the parched and sun-cracked fields, and then at the starving plough cattle, whose bones Were on the verge of cutting through their hides. The cunning grey-headed crows perched silent in the banyans with beaks agape, and drooping wings, watching for a chance to steal a drink from the earthen ghurras of water the women brought on their heads from the canal ; for they, the last of the animal world to suffer, now felt the heat.
The mighty Jumna was a narrow thread in the desert of sand which formed its bed when the Himalayan torrents sent down their floods. 
